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Cartwheels are easy.

FEELS GOOD
SEE THE FLOOR
HEAR FEET
SMELL NOTHING

SPINNING LIKE AN AEROPLANE
DOING A LOOOOOP.

- Darcey, 6.5

HREEY







Sixty Years.

It can take you sixty years to go
from A-B.

Gorse Hill, 1950's
Chimneys smoke
Pitch black pollution
Bath in the yard,
back-back with the neighbour
This is where the night came early

Home is the swaying trees through

the kitchen window

Where there is stew all year round
and, birthday’'s and laughter.

| walk through the green front door
Bag, coat, lounge.
Light, joy, warm.

- Lyn, 70
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OhWathhlng a stormmmake memcosy
Ljhgaﬁing a rainbow makes me fee
1 hapry

tou ching the bark of
the trees makes me tingle

Ttouchling the ocean with
my bare feet males me

jJoyful

smell&ng the gress makes
me feel new

spotting the animals makes
me curious

swimming in a lake makes
me feel tired

this is where the
meatip waves
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Wind pounds on the trees, making a
racket of noise whilst a few hundred

miles away, avalanches seems to WM—MHMMMMW&JK v T
take control of Mount Everest, then cunbks o Loopiiched ity T L AR A e L i AT

in Pompeii Mount Vesuvius probably
trying to destroy Pompeii in one big try.

Trees sway.
As | watch them, their movement as
vibrant as a painter’s palette,
leaves falling on my head like mad.

Thunder rumbles in a low pitched
singing voice, lightning strikes a tree,
now in ashes as it burnt from the
lightning.

Now rain falls as much as it was to make
a reservolr.

- George, /




Going to the zoo.

Pollen swirling in the wind.
Life smiling well in a picnic.

This-is where the butterflies

~fluttering, elegantly at the
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Strlpy tlgers,—arange and ~Loud
Stripy zedbras black and white.
Tarantula, furty, stlcky and—
_weird,
~ Merecat, _cheeky, ﬂunqy.aaé fast.
E,-Snake, scalyl,slttherly and - slidy
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Going to the zoo.

Pollen swirling in the wind
Life smiling well in a picnic,
this is where the butterflies fluttering
elegantly at the petting zoo.

Stripy tigers. Orange and loud
Stripy Zebras. Black and white
Tarantula, furry and weird.
Meerkat, cheeky and fast.

Snake, scaly, slithery and slidy.

- lvy, 8
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| can still smell my Moms cooking.

On a warm Saturday morning, |
promised | would only take one
serving but | couldn’t help myself.
My sister comes downstairs to try to
sneak out for a party while my Dad is
watching the news.

My brother is hiding somewhere to
avoid doing the dishes, as usual.
My Friends come over to take what's
left of my Moms signature fried rice.
We spend the rest of the day avoiding
Dad as we know he will surely find
something for us to do. In spite of
all this, | will always miss my home
because there is nothing like it.
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A rebellious act
to start the morning.

A week of heavy rain makes the water
feel different -- Fresher, and fuller.
Our feet are webbed with neoprene.
The slop comes quickly.
Submerged to the neck | breathe in
catches until my body relaxes.

Swimming forwards, mist rolls off the
water like we're in another world.

Under the green canopy of the bank
swans with their grey cygnets, geese
-- who are braver, swim out to meet us,
trailing their gangly goslings,
and on the other side of the reservoir
my favourite grey heron watches the
water for flashes of silver,

And as | kick my legs,
| kick myself because | can't see

properly,
but it doesn’t matter because the

morning belongs to the birds

and not to me.

- Cat, 33
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A Red Butterfly.

My lawn is neglected
and has grown wild.

A very unusual butterfly
came to visit.

Its colour was red
f*uells of roses.
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- Carrie Wei , 50
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Untitled.

High above a storm of voices,
Home is a time beaten crow’s nest
A serene, angular pocket of life,
Collecting the detritus of the day-to-day
Far away from prying eyes

This where | watch my ocean,
And let the time waste away.

- Matt, 28
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